in. As it happened, she was lago's wife; so the costumier did not
think it necessary to remind her that this was the gentlemen's
dressing room. Besides, she was a person of exalted social station;
and he was so afraid of her that he did not even venture to shut
the door lest such an action might seem to imply a rebuke to her
for leaving it open.
"I feel quite sure this dress is all wrong," she said. "They keep
telling me I'm a perfect picture; but I dont feel a bit like Lady
Macbeth."
"Heaven forbid you should, madam!" said the costumier.
"We can change your appearance, but not your nature."
"Nonsense!" said the lady: "my nature changes with every
new dress I put on. Goodness Gracious, whats that?" she ex-
claimed, as the bust chuckled approvingly.
"It's the bust," said lago. "He talks like one o'clock. I really
believe it's the old man himself."
"Rubbish!" said the lady. "A bust cant talk."
"Yes it can," said Shakespear. "/ am talking; and / am a bust."
"But I tell you you cant," said the lady: "it's not good sense,"
"Well, stop me if you can," said Shakespear. "Nobody ever
could in Bess's time."
"Nothing will ever make me believe it," said the lady. "It's
mere medieval superstition. But I put it to you, do I look in this
dress as if I could commit a murder?"
"Dont worry about it," said the Bard. "You are another of
my failures. I meant Lady Mac to be something really awful; but
she turned into my wife, who never committed a murder in her
life—at least not a quick one."
"Your wife! Ann Hathaway!! Was she like Lady Macbeth?"
"Very," said Shakespear, with conviction. "If you notice,
Lady Macbeth has only one consistent characteristic, which is,
that she thinks everything her husband does is wrong and that
she can do it better. If I'd ever murdered anybody she'd have
bullied me for making a mess of it and gone upstairs to improve
on it herself. Whenever we gave a party, she apologized to the
company for my behavior. Apart from that, I defy you to find

